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Tuurspay, December the 25h, 1755. 





An ideo tantum venis, ut exires? MarTIAL. 
To Mr Fitz-ADA™M. 


£3) S I find you are a perfon who make 


Ps, the reformation of mankind your 
¢ . 
care, and ftand forth like another 


Hercules to corre&t the irregulari- 

ties and indifcretions which folly, 

ree) vice, or that unmeaning fickle thing, 
called iin: give birth to; I take the liberty of trou- 
bling you with my thoughts upon a fpecies of animals, 
which at prefent are very numerous, and to be found 
in all places of public amufement. But though I am 
going to give you my,remarks upon this race of beings, 
I muft confefs that I have never yet heard of any appel- 
lation by which they are diftinguifhed. The futility 
indeed of the age, has occafioned many ridiculous and 
contemptible perfons to rife up among us, who without 
aiming at any laudable purpofe, or aGting under the 
dictates 
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dictates of any principle, have formed themfelves into 
clubs and focieties, and affumed names and titles, as in- 
nocent of fenfe and meaning, as are the perfons them- 
felves who bear them. Such are the Bucks, Stags, 
Bloods, and many more with which the news-papers 


_ have from time to time made me acquainted. But the 


animals which I would now place under your notice, 
are of a very different kind; they are, in fhort, a {pe- 
cies of young men, who, from a certain blind impulfe, 
are always rambling up and down this town, and 
never fail to be prefent at all places of diverfion, without 
having a tafte or capacity to enjoy any. 

-Upon my going lately to a capital play, I faw feveral 
of them fitting indeed with great order and decorum, 
but fo inattentive, fo indifferent, and unmoved through 
the whole performance, while the reft of the audience 
were all eye and ear, that they appeared to me to be fo 
many ftatues. Their behaviour furprifed me extremely, 
and led me at the fame time to afk myfelf, for what pur- 
pofe thefe young fparks come to a play, and if, like Cato of 
old, it was only to go away again? For if they never at- 
tend to what paffes before them, if they are not fufcepti- 
ble of thofe emotions, which a well-wrought fcene raifes 
in every feeling breaft, if they do not follow the actor 
through all the fweet delufion of his art, in fhort, if they 
do not as other people do, Jaugh with thofe that 
laugh, and weep with thofe that weep, what bufinefs 
have they there ? 

To judge indeed by their appearance, one would ima- 
gine nothing could make them quit their tea-table and 
looking-glafs. And yet, fir, no public place is free 
from them ; though as far as I can judge, the opera- 
houfe is their favourite haunt. ‘To reconcile this feem- 
ing contradi@ion, I muft inform you that I have ftudied 


and examined them with great attention, and find their 
whole 
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whole compofition to confift of two ingredients only ; 
thefe are, felf-admiration and infenfibility; and to thefe 
two caufes, operating jointly and feparately, all their ac- 
tions muft be referred: Hence it is, that they are al- 
ways to be found in public places, where they go, not 
to fee, but to be /een, not to bear, but to be beard. 
Hence it is, that they are fo devoted to the opera; and 
here indeed they feem to be peculiarly directed by that 
power, called inffiné?, which always prompts every 
creature to purfue what is beft and fitteft for it. Now 
the opera is to them, if I may ufe the expreffion, a very 
nurfing mother, which feeds them with the pap of it’s 
own foft nonfenfe, and lulls and rocks them to their 
defired repofe. This is indeed their proper element, 
and as if infpired by the genius of the place, I have fome- 
times feén them brighten up and appear with an air of 
joy and fatisfaction. 

Tue mind as well as the ftomach muft have food 
fitted and prepared to it’s tafte and humour, or it will 
reject and loath it: now the opera is fo good a cook, and 
knows fo well to pleafe the palates of thefe her guefts, 
that it is wonderful to fee with what an appetite they 
devour whatever the fets before them: nay, fo great is 
their partiality, that the fame food dreft by another hand, 
fhall have no relifth ; but minced and frittered by this 
their favourite, fhall be delicious. The plain beef and 
muftard of Shakefpear (though ferved up by very good 
cooks) turn their ftomachs, while the maccaroni of 
Rolli, is, in their opinion, a difh fit for the Gods. Thus 
Julius Cefar, killed by the confpirators, never touches 
them; but Fulio Chefare, killing himfelf, and finging 
and ftabbing, and ftabbing and finging, till fwan-like, 
he expires, is caro caro, and divino. Scipio, the great 
conqueror of Afric, is with them a mighty filly fellow ; 
but Shippione is a charming creature. It is evident 

then, 
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then, that the food muft be fuited to the tafte, as the 
tafte to the food ; and as the waters of a certaify fountain 
of Theffaly, from their benumbing quality, could be 
contained in nothing but the hoof of an afs, fo can this 
languid and disjointed compofition find no admittance 
but in fuch ‘heads as are exprefily formed to receive it. 
Thus their infenfibility appeats as well in what they like, 
as in what they reje&t; and like a faithful companion, 
attends them at all times, and in all places: for I have 
remarked that, wherever they are, they bring a mind not 
to be changed by time or place. However, asa play is 
the very touchftone of the paffions,, the neutrality which 
they fo ftrily obferve, is no where fo confpicucus as at 
the theatres. There they are to be feen, one while 
when tears are flowing all around them, another when 
the very benches are cracking with peals of laughter, 
fitting as calm and ferene, as if they had nothing but 
their own innocent thoughts to converfe with. 

Upon confidering their character and temper, as far 
as they can be gueffed at by their actions, and obferving 
the apathy in which they feem to be wrapt, I once was 
inclined to think, that they might be a fec& of philofo- 
phers, who had adopted the maxims of the ftoics of old : 
but when I recollected that a thirft after knowledge, 
contempt of pain, and whatever is called evil, together 
with an inflexible rectitude in all their ations, were the 
charaéteriftics of thofe fages, Ifoon perceived my miftake: 
for I cannot fay, that I ever found that thefe philofophers 
practife any of thofe virtues. To {peak the truth, it is 
very difficult to know in what clafs to place ‘them, and 
under what denomination they ought to pafs. Were Ito 
decide, I fhould at once pronounce them to belong to 
the vegetable world, and place them among the beings 
of ftill life ; for they feem to be too much under the 


ftandard of their {pecies to be allowed to rank with the 
reft 
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reft of mankind.. To be ferious, is it not ftrange that 
_ their heads and hearts fhould be impenetrable to: alll the’ 
paffions that affe& the reft of the world ; nay, éven'more 
fo than age itfelf, whofe feelings Time with his icy hand 
has chilled, and almoft extinguified? And yet age, with 
all it’s infirmities, is more quick, more alive, and fuf- 
ceptible of the finer paffions, than thefe fons of indiffe- 
rence in their prime and vigour of youth. 

An old woman, whom I found at my fide in the pit 
the other night, gave me an inftance of the truth sof this 
affertion. She did juftice both to the poet and the actors, 
and beftowed her applaufe plentifully, though never but 
where it was due. At the fame time I faw feveral of 
thefe inanimate bodies fitting as unconcerned, as if}they 
had not known the language, or could not hear*what 
was faid upon the ftage. 


a 
It is a proverbial expreffion (though perhapge little 


injurious). to call an infipid and fenfelefs perfonof the 
male fex an old woman. For my part I was fo charmed 
with mine, that J will make no difrefpeétful comparifons : 
but yet, fir, how contemptible muft thefe triflers be, who 
can be out-done by a toothlefs old woman, in quicknefs, 
fpirit, and the exertion of their faculties ? From a regard 
then to that agreeable and fenfible matron, I will not 
liken thefe infenfibles to thofe grave perfonages ; but yet 
I cannot forbear thinking that they approach very near 
to what is moft like old women, old men; and that 
they refemble~the pidure of thofe crazy beings in the 
laft ftage of life, as drawn by that inimitable painter 
of human nature, Shakefpear: for thefe young men, 
like his old men, are fans eyes, fans ears, fans tafte, fans 
" every thing. Iam, Sir, 
Your faithful bumble fervant, 

_ PHILonous. 


P..S5. 
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P. S. The verfes underneath upon the fame fubject as. 
the letter, I venture toitack to it (like a bit of embroi- 
dery toa plain cloth) and if you think either or both 
deferving any notice, you may prefent them with my 
fervice tothe gentle reader. 


The INsENSIBLE. 
While crouded theatres attentive fit, 
And loud applaufes echo through the pi, 
Unconfcious of the cunning of the fcene, 
Sits fmiling Florio with infipid mein. 
Fix'd like a flanding lake, in dull repofe, 
No grief, no joy, bis GENTLE bofom knows, 
NAtTuRE and GARRICK n0 attention gain, 
. And haplefs wit darts all her flings in vain. 
Thus on the Alps eternal frofts appear, 
Which mock the changes of the various year ; 
Intenfeft Suns unbeeded roll away, 
s© And on th’ impaffive ice the lightnings play.” 
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